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SYNOPSIS.

The story opons with Jesse Emith re-
nting the story of his birth,
tabrador and of the death of his fathe
Iefae becomes a mallor. His mother mar—
ries the master of the ship and both are
loat In the wreck of tha vessel. Jesse
nacomes n cowboy in Texgns: He marries
Polly, o elnger of aestionabie morals,
who Inter is roported to hayve commut—d
sulelde. Jesse becomes o rancher and

ves 1o British Columbia © Kate Trevor
akes up t(he narrative. Unhappily mar-
sted, she conlemplates suicide, but changes
ser mind after mecting Jesse. Jerse res-

“ues Kale from her drink-maddencd hius-
pand who nitempts o kill bher Trevor
o=es Tiln ' life in the Rapids, Kale rejects
affers of grand ¢ p-r: manugers to relurn
o the stoge and marries Jesse. Thelr
warried itestarts out happily. EKate suc-
-umhs 1o the pleadings of n composer 10
roturn (o the stage and runs away with
ntm. ~8he rescucs Widow O'Flynn {rom
aer burning house, s badly burned her-
self and rclurns home, where Jemse re-
~elven: her . with open arms. Jesse calls
1 n-igh{n)ru and pians to capture catile
fhife Eatc 14 roscued from the hands
Dandits. Jesse Is captured by the

2. but by n clever ruse makes pris-

wrs of Uhe rolibérs, They are turncd
wer (o a United Btates marabal, who has
arrived  with  extradition | papers,  Jesse
nkas charge of the outlaw chiefs son,
Billy O'Flynn, having promised the chict

o keep him out of his father's profession,
He takes 1Ny (o Vancouver and the
ad s shianzhaled. A pon & born to Kate
and Jesse nnd 8 nomed David. Jes re-
whves a lohwer (com Lis Orst wile, olly,
1 ufl- h ehic tzoiis him sho decelved him
nto thinking shg had killed herself. For
ihe honor of aia. and thelr son, father
1 -! lrlnlhtr n-lr te. Kate and David go
neinnd to live, Four years later Billy
'T- 1 nrrln 5 and tells Kate how Josse
haa r-\-en rulood and ostracised through
(he vindictiveness of Polly. Kate arrives
in Hritish Columbin, iavs plans to help
ends and defeat the plota of Polly
tons and help arrive In time to
cese’s life. He heara of Kote's ar-
nnd of her plana. Brooke, a former
Intimaic of Polly's, enlls on

* to Inlevest her In a scheme to be-
iruv Polly to his own financial advantage.
Shce refusies.

CHAPTER V.
The Cargador.
Hale's Narrative.
It was sixty degrees below zero.

The moonlight lay In silver on the
pines, the hundred-and-four-mile cabln,
decp buried among the drifts, glit-
tered along the eaves with icicles, the
smwoke went up into the hush of death,
and the light in the frosted window
would glow till nearly dawn.

Within, FPete sat upon his shiny
bench, rolling waxed end upon his
shiny konee, and tautencd his double
st!tc!u-a‘. through the ulglit, searcely
feeling the

ml hind brndllnll! -erowded T H'h"s
Pete into her last iﬁﬁﬁ;ﬁ‘l’ﬂ. the
corner between (he wood-box and the
bunk. TFiercely she resented the fill-
ing of her only room with haruness, of
her bunk with scrap leather, which
scraiched her, she siid. Wedged into
her last corner, ghie would patch dis-

sowing crooned 'One More River,” or
some lndecent ballad of the gold
mines.

“Mother,"
his bench.

" P'ete would look up from
“You mind when I brung

her hore right to this very cabin,
with Father Jared, and the Baby,
Davida?

“What makes vou hover, Pete?”

“D'ye mind Baby David?”

“Dida’t I nurse him?" said the old
woman softly. “He'd red bair like his
stuck-up mother, blue eyes same as
Jesse, and a birlthmark on his off kid
ney. Now, did you ssk her about that
birthmark 7

“1 told her,” sald Pele, “that a sus-
picious female, with a face like =a
grebe and an inguirin® mind Is wistful
to inspeck Dave's kidneys.™

Mother wagged her head “I own
I'd Hke to believe Kate Smith is back
in this country, but you're such n con-
tinuous and onduring linr*

"That's s0,”" szid Pete.

One day when the sun shone bright-
Iy Into the cabin, Billy arvived with a
latter from Captain Taylor. Pcle
would nolt give it to mother, or read
it aloud, or even tell the news. He
dapced an ungainly hornplpe, and
mother had to shake him.

Now what on nirth's the matter with
yew?" mother boiled owver.

“Finish them riggings by first May,
graceful old socks, while Pete at his
says he.

“Says I'm pertner and boss of the
oulfit, and running the whole shootin’
match, and I'll get more wealth than'll
;pl!ch hell & mile, and
“There's none like Nancy Lee, 1 trow,

Ow! Ow!

“Oh, mother, Bolt's glve me a half-
interest, and ain't this a happy little
home, my darlin't™

At that Mra. Pete flung her skinny
arms around his mneck, and the two
silly old things sobbed together.

A week later, when, to save Pete
m long tramp, Billy rode down with
dhe rations; he found the old people
congerned “about this yere partner-
ship.”

“Mut!wr nliows thizs Brooke is
.m“' eaid Pele, weopsging his snowy

“mnd feor al tho interest he
moau: corpse. Thar's
shorely holes in my ‘skitn bar.™”

Billy read the letter théughtially.

"‘Brooke been te see the rigegings?”
‘he asked.

- *Once in December.
fnothlu either.

““Wonder what he wants™

“Smells mean, eh?™

He don't know

mmwmmm

early Hfe lta.

ment. Their confession was now
evidence against Brooke, In case
dared repudiate Mathson’s rights
| partner, but there was no need
alarm the cargador. So Billy changed
the subject, demanding tea, and there
was a fine gossip.

Once after his Saturday’s tramp up
ihg great hill, Pete returned looking
very old. “I axed Bolt.,” he explained
“about this yere partnership.”

“Well?* asked mother sharply
“Well 2"

“Bolt says thar's pigs with pink
bows to their talls, just alrelchiu' and
stretchin® around his sty.”

Th= old woman turned her hacl: for
Peta sas crying.

In April there came a rush of
warmth out of the west, licking up
all the snow, save only on that high
plateau where the Hundred Mile and
Spite House secemed to wait and wait
in the while silence.

Pete sat under -a roof of cedar
zshakes which ke had bullt to shelter
the pew “riggings.” He was riveting
th= last of sixty hackamores, as he
dreamed of the great north trail, of |
cpen meadows by the Hagwilgaet, of
the heaven-piercing spire of Tsegeor-
céinlth at the Forks of Skeena.

“Mother,” he said, “I'm no slouch of
n cargador. Them red gin casea is
stiill tc rig for kitchen boxes, and it's
ell complete. The mules is. fattening
good, 1 hear, and the men’s the same
as last sammer, all worth their feed,
too.”

But mother, grim and flerce In the
throes of her spring cleaning, had not
come to admire. “Pete,” she shrilled,
“two more buckeis of water, and vew
jest pit a move on. And how long hev
yow bin promisin’ to whittle me them
clothes-pins? Now jest yew hustle,
iI"ele, or I'll get right ugly.”

Fele only cut from the plug into
bis palm, and rolled the tobacco small |
for his corn-cob pipe. Hlis winter
vervitude was ended, and he was mas-
ler, the cargador before whom all
men bow in the dread northiands. |
Mother went off content to carry her |
own water, and Pete, with something
o! a {lourish, lighted his pipe.

“Mother!” Pete let out a sharp call,
anc forgeiting her business, mother
came quite humbly, as though to heel.
“Yes, Pote?”

He pointed with his pipe
tant

BERE

at a dis- |
horseman rounding the Hank of
the hill -

“Brooke?” ehe
gnaried rheumatic
her heart.

“I recken,” sald Petle
“Thinke he’'s a clrcus procession. |
sorrel’s clattering a loose near-hind
shioe, and her mouth just bieeding as
be saws with that spade blt.
sure polecat. Trots down-hill, too, and
suffers in his tail. Incompeteant, moth-
er. Look at his fest. He's bad as a |
stale salmon, rotten to the bones.
Peen drinking, too™

Brooke drew up and dismounted,
leaving his rein on the horse's neck,
instead of dropping it to the ground.
When Brooke moved to sit on an

whispered. both
hands elutched at

cheerfully.

He's a |

aparejo [’cte ordered him te one of

“Brooke? She Whispered.

the kitchen box6s. *“Not Bolt hissell
oy sit on my riggings,” sald the old
gray cargador.

“I thought,” sald Brooke quite kind-
1y, “that this harness was mine.”

“A half-interest,” said mother,
“gsure-ly.”

"l fear,” said Brooke, “you sort of
misunderstood. Old Taylor did eay
stvmething about your usefulness as a
working partner, and, of course, if we
hadn’t canceled that preposterous con-
tract with the Hudson's Bay Company,
there's do doubt your knowledze of
the country up north would have been
worth paying for. It was, as you say,
‘damned awkward about his being
blind as a bat; lnl‘lct.lwuuuttn
guite a lot of trouble getting the agree-
ment witnessad. However,” he pro-
duced a document which mether
snatched, “it's all there in black and
white, and there’s the old fool's sig-
nature—holds good in any conrt of
law—proves that I've beught and paid
for the whole atajo. You needn't
claim [ baven't a clear title—so you
needn’t stare at me as if I'd forged the

| Pete’s just claim as partner.

| kept vigil all alert,
| Httle streams of the thaw
| their
| of tha Iater hours.

r‘_"_fa..’-
grasbed Pete’s shoulders so that the
agreement fluttered to Brooke's feet.
She steadied herself, then with =a
husky croak, “You made Bolt sign
that—blind, dying, so he dunno what's
on the paper.”

“Can you prove that?’ sasked
Brooke indulgently, as though bhe
spoke to children. *“If you say things
like that, It's eriminal libel, and you'ra
both lable to the Skookum House,
However,” he shrugged his shoulders,
and put the agreement away, “I don't
want 1o be hard on you, Pete.”

“Mister Mathson,” mother hissed at
him.

Pete, with a whispered word (o
mother, rose from his bench, and with-
out appearing to see Mr. DBrooke,
walked past him across the sunlit
vard, and on slowly up the great lift-
ing curve of the road to Hundred Mile
House.

The sun was selting behind him
when Pele rested at last upon the
snowelad summit, and dusk Iay in
lakes of =nadow far below him. At
the Hundred he found the lamps
alight, and, as usual, Billy offered him
a drink. “1 ain't drinking.,"” said Pete
huskily, as he lurched past the bar
into the dining-hall, and on to the Iit-
tl® room on the right where Captain
Taylor lay.

“Bolt!™ he whispered,

“That you, Pete? Sit down,” said
the boss cheerily. “How’'s the claim,

Pete? Getting coarse gold, eh?™
“Gold? Say, Bolt, what's the mat-
ter, old fellow?"
“Matter? Why, nothing. Pete.,” the

blind eyes shone keenly; “of course I'm
not nearly to bedrock yet, and as to
what I owe you've Jolly well got to
wiit. How's old Calamity? 1 got
Lost Creek Jim to work at last.”

Was the boss dreaming of old times
on Lightning Creek?

“Watty's In the malil"” sald Bolt,

Watty had been dead these thirty
YOATsE,

Then Pete sat down on the bedside, |
and the two miners prattled about the
new filume, and the price of flour in a'
camp now overgrown with jungle.

A word to Billy would have becn
cnough to get the aparejos to a r-lacl?.':
of safety, pending the settlement of |
But the .
cargador knew well that death had
come to takse the one man he lovoi. |
‘This was no time for sordid business,

| disturbing Beolt Taylor’s peace. It was |
| better to go quietly.
. - . - - - . - - LR |

The sky was full of stars as Pete
went homeward. The stars were big
and recunid; the forest In an ecstasy
all silent, and the |
were saying

the frost sleep
The man was at |
pence. It is not so very much to be|
cargador; but it Is a very big thing
indeed to be unselfish. The trees kept
vigil, the lliitle streams crooned gleepy
prayers, the stars In glory humbly
served as lamps, and the man made
no cry in his pain. Far down in the
valley he say a red flame rise.

- - - - - - - - L] L

Mother saw Brooke rid off to In-
spect his Star mules in their pasture |
fnr away down the Fraser Canon. She |
biacked the stove with mallce, she
shook the bedding in enmity, set the
furtniture to rights as though it were
being punished, then sat on the damp
fioor brooding, while twilight deepen-
ed over a world of treachery, Brooke
was a thief, the lying boss had used
Pete and thrown him away wrung
dry. And Pete was an old fool who
woula forgive.

Sh= had dreadsd the lonely summer
when she was lelt with only sguirrels
for company. Naw Pete would be
“sotwtin’ ” around, ruined, and ocut of
work, the man who had been used and
throwin aside, the laughing-stock of
the teamsters who saw his pride
hrought low.

The frontier breeds ferce women,
with narrow venomous enmities to-
ward the fces of the house. Even iI
Pete suffereqa, Brooke should not pros-
per, or the bosas who had failed her
mar. Mother dragged two five-galion
cans of petroleum from the lean-to,
and stagzering under their welght,
poured the oil over all Brooke's har-
ress. Hreatkbing heavily with her la-
bor, sha carried loads of swampy hay.
and cord-wood, until the apareloa
were but part of a bonfire. Then with
a brand from the “stove she set
the hay alight. There should be no
public shame to break Pete's heart,
there should be no pack-trzin uniess
he were cargador.

Pete stood beside the ashes, search-
ing mother's face with his siow brood-
ing eyes. Her burning rage was gonse,
and she was afraid, for mnow she
thought too late of all his loving pride
in the work, the greatness of the
thing which his knowledge and skiil
had made. That she had burned.
Understanding how love had wmade
this blunder, Pete said no word. He
only knew that Bolt had paid him
seven hundred dollars cash and kind,

prayvers before

which must b= returned. In silepce|

he turned away, and once more faced

mrmmmwmmmmm-j

dmiuihﬂm

ton to Inspect mules.
I ' he'll get on with them mules?™

. hands,

neath a pine tree, the one at the very
top of the long climb which Pete had
blazed with his inscription, “Got
thar.” With my heart in my mounth I

! want to find out what was the matter,
{ and so Adiscovered the old cargador

crouched down against the trunk.
“Pete,” 1 asked in a very shaky

voice, “what on earth’s the matter?”
“Dying, mum."”
“But it's too damp here. Why,

you'll catch your deash of cold.”
“That would sever do. Say, mum,
how's Bolt?"
~ “Dh, ever s0 much better.™
“Can"t do it,"” said Pete, “il I dled
first he'd have the joke on me.”
“Wouldn't you like a hot rum?”
Pete staggered to his feet. *1'd go
for that,” he sighed, “just like one
man.”

So he took my arm, and [ helped |

him along the road.
“She burned them
sald.
“Mother?"”
“Yes. Brooke came Inspecting them
riggings, so0 mother burned "em.”
“Won't that be rather awkward?"
“Some. You see, mum, Belt paid

riggins,” he

I Discovered the Old Cargader Crouch-
ed Down Against the Trunk.

me four hundred and five dollars cash,
g0 1 come to return him the money.”

I didn't gquite understand. “You see,
Pete,” 1 suggested, “you and BErooke
lare the owners. Don't you owe half
to yourself and half to Brooke?”

“Well, if that's so. I'll pay myself
and owe the rest to Broocke:. PBut then
he clzims the whole Star atajo.,”

“In that case you owe the whole of

!the money to Brooke."

“f don’t mind owing Breoke.”
felt so0 much better that he
to walk without help.

Pete
was abie
“Brooke's gone
I wonder how

As it happened, Jesse was an actual
witness to Mr. Brooke's {cspection
of the Star mules at thelir pasture be-
low his ranch. Here is his narrative:

“Tha trouble for these poor mules
was that they followed a false god-
dess. Thelr bell mare Prue ought to
have been old enough to know beiter,
but at the age of twenty-three, with
gray hair and bald withers, she was
still female.

“She and her mules had been graz-
ing mayvbe half a mile when my new
stallion, young Jehoshaphat, happened
along with his harem of twenty-five
mares, smelling down wind for a
drink., The mares looked so snug and
grass-fat they could searcely waddle,
but Jehoshaphat was full of sinful
pride, waltzing high step at the sight
of Prue.

“You should bave seen FPrue play-
ing up innocvent modesty in front of
Jehoshaphat, pretending she wasn't
there, making believe she was too sud-
dem, didn't approve of the gentleman,
flattering his vanity with all sorts of
aira and graces. Prue paraded her-
self along in front of the harem to
spite the married mares, and al her

tions, and [ Ilaughed until I could
hardly hold down the rocks.

“Of course, if Brooke hadn’'t been
a8 mere mistake on earth, he would
have herded gently to the nearest
corral, and cut the two outfits apart.
But Brooke proceeded to lose his
temper, pulled his gun, jumped his
wretched sorrel behind a tree, and let
drive. He missed the stallion. He
shot Prue through the heart.

“There was nothing after that to
keep ‘the sixty Star mules together.
Some went up the canon, some down,
a few even swamn the Fraser, but the
heft of them climbed the big cliffs and
venished into the forest.

“l reckon Pete and his arrieros
eould collect those mules and break
them to loving a new madrina. But
with Brooke as cargador, the great
Star Pack-train’s nuombered with the
past, and Mathson's partnership is
scarce worth arguing.

“l was sorry to see the f{ine mules
lost, and In my grief 1 kicked Brookse
about one-third of a mile on his way
home afcot.”

CHAPTER VL
The Black Night.
Kaie's Narrative.

“I, Boulton Wemyss Tavier, Com-
mander R. N, retired, belng of sound
mind in a dving body, do hereby make
my last will and testament:

“And do appoint Lthe lady known as
Madame Scotson my sole execulress
and trustee of all property which I
may die possessed of;

“To pay my just debts, and to ad-
minister the remainder on behalf of
my grandson, James Taylor,

“Until at his coming of age he shall
receive the whole estate, If there Is
any;

“Save only that 1T bequeaith to Mad-
ame Scotson my sword and the ¥le-
toria Cross;

“And with regard to burial, it is my
wlll that no money whatever shall be
gpent, but that my body, wrapped in
the flag by right of her majesty’s com-
misslon, shall be consignad to the
earth by my neighbors; that no friend
of mine shail be allowed to stand un-
covered catching cold, or to wear un-
seemly black clothing at the service
of the resurrection, or to toll bells
which should be pealed when the soul
passes to God, or to make pretense or
parade of grief for one who is glad
to go.”

The months of nursing were ended.
No longer should Nurse Panton and 1
be afrald when our nf?t!enr. was good,
or rejoice when fractious whims and
difficuit absurdities marked those ral-
li=a in which he fought off death. At
the last, after many hours of silence,
he asked me In a boyish volce If he
might go up-stairs to see his uniform.
In his dreamns he was leaving school
to enter the royal navy.

Billy was away on an errand to tha
Falls, and It was Nurse Panton's
watch below, when at ten Iin the eve-
ning 1 saw the change come very
suddenly. The face of my dear friend,
no longer old, but timeless, reflected
an unearthly majesty.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Gold and Silver Colnage.

Gold and silver coinz were author-
ized at the same time by an sct of
congress In 1792, but pper colns,
cents and half cents, were lssued be-
fore eitker gold or silver. The coinage
of copper cents and half cents began
in 1793, of ellver coins In 1794 and gold
in 1795. The first gold colnz issued
were the eagle, or ten-dollar pleee, and
half and cuarter eagles. The dcuble
engle, twenty-dollar gold piece. was
not issued till 1849, and the only piece
of that year known to be in existence
is in the mint at Philadelphia. From
1845 to 1881 not a single twenty-dollar
zold piece was colned, but sinee 1881
the coinzge has been continuous.
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HIS BRAIN WORKED SLOWLY

Small Boy Turned Statement Made
by His Teacher to Good

Advantage.

“Qtrange to say,” sald the school-
teacher, addressing his class of boys,
“our braln acts as a telephone to the
different parts of our body. Unpncon-
sgciously, before we move our feet or
the mess2ga comes f[rom the
brain.”

“Jack Murphy. what are you grin-|
ning at?" he demanded.

I was thinking of somethin’, sir,”
came the answer.

“Well, think of something that'il de
your brain a Bitle good!” retorted the
master.

“Here, come out cof that!™—as an-
other grin spread Itself over the
saucy youngster's face. “Just stand
behind the board for half an hour,

No responss from the siolid Muar-
phy, who appeared to be thinking
hard.

“Do ygu hear me. Murphy?” exclaim-
ed the exasperated man.

“Yes, gir," he answered, “but my
bhraiu basn’t sent the message down
| yat!™

Progressive Saskatchewan.

A traveler was asked by a fellow
passenger who had just boarded the
train at—well, call it Boosterville,
Saskatchewan. “Well,” what do you
|Lh1nk of Boosterville?” The traveler
gave his testimony, which was to the
effect that he thought Boosterville
was a real live town, a cute town, a
town which meant to get there and
which had a great future ahead of it,
'a town which had made remarkable
| progrees during the short time it had
‘been In existence. “When were you
thege?” I.nqnlred the man from Boost-

“'Bout three weeks back,”
“Gee!” cried the

distress will go. No indigestion, heart.
burn, sourness or belching of gas, acid,

or eructations of undigested food. no

dizziness, bloating, or foul breath.

Pape's Diapepsin is noted for its
speed in regulating upset stomachs.
It is the surest, quickest and most cer-
tain !ndiguﬁuu remedy in the whols
world, and besides it is harmless.

Please for your sake, get a largs
fifty-cent case of Pape's Diapepsin
from any store and put your stomach
right. Don’t keep on being miserabis
—1life §s too short—you are not here
long, =0 make your stay agreeable.
Eat what you like and digest it; en-
joy It, without dread of rebellion in
the stomach.

Pape's Diapepsin belongs in your
home anyway. Should one of the fam-
Ily eat somsthing which don't agres
with them, or In case of an attack of
indigestion, dyspepsia, gastritis or
stomach derangement at daytime or
during the night, it Is handy to give
the quickest relief known. Adv,

It's easier to convince a woman thap
it is to keep her convinced.
Mra. Winsiow’s Soothing S;rn-p_?or Children

teething, softras the gums, reduces inftammn
uon.aliays paln.cures wind colic, e a bottledn

And the oftener you look bidck, ths
quicker you won't get there,

Putnam Fadelezs Dyes color in cold
water. Adv.

The hen that cackles loudest doesa't
slways Iay the biggest egz.

from 1 Hard, \ ]
weighed heavy and yaeldul from 20 ‘B
to 45 bushels per acre; 22 bushels was
about the total average, Mixed Farm.
ing may be coasidered fully as profit-
able an industry as grain raising. The '\
excellent grasses full of nutrition; are
I/ the only food required either for beef
or dairy purposes, In 1912, and again in
1913, at Chicago, Manitoba
the Championship for beef steer. Good
) schools, markets convenient, climate ex- ™
¥ cellent. For the homesteader, the man \§
i who wishes to farm extensively, or the g
B investor, Canada oficrs the biggest op- W
 portunity of any place on the continent.
Apply for descriptive literature and
reduced railway rates to
Superintendent of

P Imynigration,
l' Ottawa, Canuds, or to

G. A. COOK
125 W. 2th Sirdet
Kanzas City. Mo.
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Kansas City Direciory
The Best, Most Polent and Safest

Anti Hog Gholera Serum

First Bleeding Only for Use in Simultanecus
Vaccination. Manufactured and sold by

16 0 SERUM C0., 485 Live Stock Exchange, Ranzas City, Ma
Consuit Your Vetarinariain About U
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PINNELL-M"MULLEN LIVE
STOCK COMMISSION CO.
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IMMUNIZE YOUR GHGLEHA A BY OUR
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Biates. THE SIHLER HOG CHOLERA SE-
moo 1602 West th St., Kansas €lty, Mo,
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